Prague the next day that I realised that I was being
followed. Luckily I had the sense not to go back to head-
quarters. Luckily, that is, for my friends. It was less
lucky for me. When they found that I wasn't going to
lead them to the persons they wanted they decided that
the best way would be to get me back to Germany and
use their persuasive resources to extract information. You
see, our newspaper had begun to worry them, and I
was the only real clue they had to the people behind it*
The German end of the organisation was concerned purely
with distribution. It was the directing brains that they
were after. I had to get away. And it had to be out of
Czechoslovakia, too, for they had notified the Czech police
that I was really a German criminal wanted for theft and
that the Paul Czissar passport had been obtained under
false pretences.

'In Switzerland they tried to kidnap me. I was staying
on the shore of Lake Constance and got friendly with
two men who said they were on a fishing holiday. One
day they asked me to go out with them. I was bored. I
said that I would go. Just in time and quite by accident
I found out that they were Germans, not Swiss, and that
their boat had been hired on the German side of the
lake. I went to Zurich after that; I knew they would keep
track of me, but they couldn't do any kidnapping so far
away from the frontier. But I didn't stay there long. One
morning I got a letter from Prague warning me that the
Gestapo had somehow found out that my name was
Schimler. They had known before, of course, that Paul
Czissar was no Czech, but a German; but now that they
knew my real name they would not have to kidnap ine
to get me back to Germany. Pve been on the run ever
since. Twice they've nearly caught up with me. Switzer-
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